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Summary: A UNSC battle group, led by an experimental battleship, end 
up stuck in the middle of a bitter war between Stargate Command and 
the Goa'uld. Will the Veterans from one war of survival be able to 
stop the insidious parasites and the other bad guys that follow after 
them? 


1 . Chapter 1 

** A/N: Okay... well, it's been a while, huh? So, no this story is 
not dead, none of mine are, but due to a myriad of reasons I haven't 
done anything with this one and in the last six months I haven't done 
anything. But no more! I am back! I have my mo jo back, sort of, and I 
plan on doing everything I can before I loose it, again. ** 

** So, this is only a rewrite of the original but I felt it really 
needed it. Yes names have changed and certain things as well but 
overall it is just a touched up version of the old chapter. For those 
of you who are interested I would like your help regarding my 
stories, send me a PM if you're willing to help me brainstorm and 
what not. If not, well, just read and enjoy it. ** 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong> UNSC Navy Priority Slipstream Lane, near Sol System | 
2562<strong> 

The bridge of the _Victory_ was hive of activity. Dozens of personal, 
both enlisted and officers, were monitoring the many screens and 
displays that surrounded the cavernous bridge. In the centre of the 
Combat-Information-Centre, the rear part of the bridge, separated by 
a slight elevation and brass railing, was the main holo-table and 
above it was a large, three dimensional view of the _Victory_ along 
with a multitude of information scrolling past- all of it being 
analysed and recorded by the XO and ship AI . 



John Barclay, a forty year Navy veteran and two star Rear Admiral, 
was the current commanding officer of the _Victory_, he was also her 
first commanding officer. He leant against the railing, his back to 
the rest of the CIC, facing the massive, floor-to-ceiling view ports 
that dominated the front end of the room. Outside he could see the 
swirls of light and exotic gasses in slip-space as they flowed over 
the massive warship as it slipped elegantly through at a speed far 
exceeding light. He looked down at the many stations in front of him, 
all of them manned by some of the best the UNSC could produced. A 
full Lieutenant watched over his or her station, be it Navigation or 
Weapons or Communications or one of the other vitally important 
operations needed to keep the ship and her supporting fleet 
running . 

The _Victory'_s supporting fleet was fully armed and ready 
Battle-group; a single carrier, six Autumn-class heavy cruisers, 
twelve destroyers and fourteen Strident-class frigates. Combined with 
the _Victory_ they had enough fire power to fend off any known 
threat... as long as that threat wasn't a Forerunner Fortress-class 
warship or its many, many deployable craft. Thankfully however, that 
particular vessel was being taken apart, studied and replicated at 
Trevelyan. It wouldn't be long before the UNSC had a fleet of the 
massive and insanely powerful ships. 

The _Victory_ was a new breed of ship, the beginning of a new age of 
space warfare for the UNSC. She would be the first human built to 
have a full compliment of energy weapons as her main arsenal. But she 
had yet to receive her commission. But that wouldn't be too far away 
now, her trial runs and fleet combat exercises would officially end 
the moment they entered Earth orbit. After that the _Victory_ would 
become an active member of the UNSC Navy. 

John's aged face showed only a slight amount of excitement, when he 
reached Earth he would hand over command and then he could retire 
into the peaceful English countryside, where he'd be surrounded by an 
old and dense forest, miles from any town or city. The first time 
John had ever been on a tour of duty had been as part of admiral 
Cole's fleet to re-take Harvest, over forty years ago. He'd ended up 
seeing a lot of action against the alien Covenant, from Harvest to 
Psi Serpentis to The Eall of Reach. During The Eall of Reach he'd 
been the XC of the carrier _Musashi _andhe ' d received second and 
third degree burns to the entire left side of his body. He was lucky 
to have made it out of there at all. 

Despite the horrific battle scars that adorned his body he stood tall 
in his uniform, proud of his service, even if the younger generations 
whispered and stared when he walked by. Even his own grandchildren 
looked at him like he was a freak, but he knew the ties that bind 
family together were stronger. Cne day they'd look up to him and ask 
about them. 

"Exiting Slip-space in one minute. Admiral, " the Navigations officer. 
Lieutenant Cadman, informed him. The announcement knocked Barclay out 
of his little reverie, he gave the Lieutenant a small smile. 

"Good, good, " Barclay said. "Comms, when we drop out send a message 
to EleetCom; _Victory_ is green and ready to go." He ordered, he 
pushed himself off the brass rail and moved to sit in his command 
chair . 



A minuet later the swirling vortex of light was replaced with the 
blackness of space, dotted with stars, a few million kilometres ahead 
of them was Neptune, barely brighter than a star at the extreme 
distance . 

"Admiral, something is wrong," his Comms Officer called out. His face 
scrunched up in concentrat ion and concern. 

"What's the problem, Andrews?" Barclay asked. It was the ship AI, 
Montgomery, that answered. 

"There's no comm traffic. Admiral," Montgomery said. His holographic 
avatar materialised with a ghostly shimmer on a holotank near 
Barclay's command chair. "No UNSC beacons, there's no IFF tags on 
sensors, it's like everything is gone. Admiral." 

Nothing? How was that possible? Had something happened while they'd 
been away? Barclay stood and moved closer to the main view screen. On 
it was a view of the Sol system and where he should have seen 
hundreds of blue triangles representing UNSC ships or other blue 
markers to show other UNSC orbiting stations and facilities, there 
was none. The system was bare. 

"Lieutenant Delgado, run a diagnostic on the sensors, make sure 
they're working properly. Lieutenant Mann, talk to the rest of the 
battle group, see if they're reporting the same thing." Barclay 
ordered, there was no point in ordering the ship to battle condition 
if the sensors had failed- a strong possibility for a ship during its 
trial runs. It was a tense minute before his officers reported back 
to him. 

"Diagnostics are clear. Admiral, " Delgado reported. "Sensors are 
working fine." 

"All ships in the fleet are reporting the same. Admiral. No UNSC 
contacts on sensors anywhere in the system." Mann said, his voice 
cracking slightly. All the bridge personal shared worried 
looks . 

"Cpen a fleet-wide channel. Alpha priority, " Barclay ordered. 
Lieutenant Mann turned to do so, his long, slender fingers darting 
over the console so fast they were barely visible. A moment later he 
gave Barclay the nod; he was live, the entire fleet was listening. 
"All ships; this is Admiral Barclay, hold your positions. Stay where 
you are until we have more information. Power up your slip-space 
drives ready for a hasty get-away, just in case." 

"All ships confirm. Admiral, " Montgomery said. "Engines to position 
keeping with the rest of the fleet." Barclay nodded and the bridge 
seemed to go quiet. Unlike the older ships he had served on the sound 
of the _Victory'_s engines couldn't be heard from the bridge- over 
five kilometres away. 

"Good, good. Contact the Captain of the _Eagle_, tell him to launch a 
few drones deeper in system, see if we can't get a look at what might 
have happened." The AI nodded and then disappeared. Several minuets 
later a small squadron of automated stealth drones launched from the 
ageing carrier. Little did they know that on Earth, the planet they 
served to protect, under Cheyenne Mountain, the top secret US Air 
Eorce Base, Stargate Command, alarms were ringing. Alerting the 



entire base, the first and last line of defence against extrasolar 
threats to the potential danger of a new, unidentified fleet entering 
the home system. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong> Stargate Command, Control Room | 2002<strong> 

High above the planet, in a low, fast, orbit, was the International 
Space Station. Still in construct ion, as it would be for years to 
come, it was small and currently insignificant to the world at large. 
But to Stargate Command the subspace tracking equipment, secretly 
installed within the last year by the Asgard, it was an early warning 
system. And when it detected the large burst ACEerenkov radiation on 
the outer edges of the solar system, followed by a fleet of thirty 
four ships, two of which looked to be bigger then the largest Asgard 
vessel, it set the entire Stargate Command into a frenzy. 

Within minuets the unknown fleet had traversed from Neptune to 
halfway to Uranus- some several hundred million kilometres. But then, 
without warning, they stopped. The entire unknown fleet was sitting 
there, on the outer edges of the solar system. Almost like they were 
waiting for something. Sitting in the control room was one of 
Stargate Command's best officers and leading physicists in regards to 
the operations of the Ancient planet-to-planet transportation device, 
the Stargate. Dressed in green overalls the blonde haired Air Force 
Major rolled up her sleeves as she worked, doing everything she could 
to gather as much she could from the unknowns. 

"Major Carter, what have you got?" Asked a short, bald, man. The two 
silver stars on each shoulder gleamed in the artificial florescent 
light, denoted his rank; a Major General, Commander of the Stargate 
project. The General was short, almost completely hairless and had a 
rounded stomach but he was a strong, competent and fair leader who 
would do just about anything for the people under his command. His 
large form dominated the control room, exuding an air of confidence 
and calm control. Something he managed in every dire situation the 
SGC had faced so far. 

"Not much yet. General," Carter replied. She didn't turn to face him 
as she gave her report. "We've got thirty four ships in the outer 
edges but they don't match any known profiles. NORAD is realigning 
Hubble to get a look at them. 

"Thirty four?" the General's voice cracked. It would take the Asgard 
or a miracle to stop that many ships if they were hostile. "Have they 
tried communicat ing at all?" 

"Not with us. But they have been talking to each other," the Major 
reported. A Technical Sergeant next her spoke. 

"We've got images from Hubble, Ma'am," he said. 

"Put them on the main screen, " the General ordered, moving closer to 
get a good look at the images. What he saw left the Texan man at a 
loss for words, not a regular occurrence in their line of work. Major 
Carter complied. 


On screen was a grainy image of the unknown fleet. In the centre 
dominating the image was a massive vessel, long and bulky, with 



large, thick slabs of white-grey armour and bristling with what 
looked to be weapon ports. Next to it was a long and narrow ship, 
with a more flat and boxy shape compared to the larger one, it was 
lined with blue lights across it's flanks. It too was bristling with 
weapons. The other ships were too small to make out in any great 
detail except for the six, bulky octagonal vessels that had a large 
rear end and long, thin protrusions out the nose. One thing was 
certain though, those ships were vessels of war and currently their 
guns were pointing at Earth. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong> Sol System, outer edges | 2562 Unconf irmed<strong> 

The images from the stealth drones were both relaxing and terrifying. 
On one hand Earth was unharmed, the precious jewel amongst the stars, 
they served to protect, but on the other hand, everything they knew 
was gone. Montgomery was going over the data from the slip-space 
jump, looking for anything that could explain the mystery of what 
happened, why they were at Earth but not _their _Earth. So far he had 
nothing . 

Eor the first time in decades Barclay didn't know what to do. Nothing 
in his long career had prepared him for_ this_, it was unprecedented. 
It was frightening. Thankfully something he did know how to contend 
with did happen. 

"Admiral, there's a large radiation burst, twelve thousand kilometres 
ahead of us . " 

"A nuke?" Barclay asked, his mind already racing for tactical 
solutions if it was a hostile action. 

"Negative, too much neutron radiation... wait new contact ! " Delgado 
cried out. "It appeared right where the radiation burst was. 

Admiral." The Lieutenant reported. 

"Show me, " Barclay demanded. On the holo-table and main view screen 
the new contact appeared. It was only slightly bigger then the 
cruisers in his fleet it had a curved, bulging head and two, large 
towers near its back. Eour long, antennae like protrusions with small 
glowing tips stuck out, two under its 'head' and two atop its thin, 
curved 'wings'. Overall it looked like an alien ship from one of the 
cartoons he remembered watching from before the war but it resonated 
with power. 

"Admiral, " Lieutenant Andrews said. "Unknown vessel is hailing us on 
a subspace channel." Barclay was a little surprised, whoever they 
were knew about subspace communicat ions , something the UNSC learnt 
from the Eorerunners and they we were willing to talk, which was 
better then the alternative. 

"Put it on the main screen. Lieutenant, " Barclay said with a nod. His 
gut churned in a way he hadn't felt since Harvest all those years 
ago. Whatever happened, he knew it would have a gargantuan effect on 
him and his crew. 


2 . Chapter 2 



**UNSC **_**Victory**_ 

The transmission from the unknown vessel was audio only, the main 
screen remained blank and the bold UNSC crest still spun lazily in 
the centre. The communicat ion was slow to come through, leaving the 
entire bridge crew, some thirty men and women, in complete silence as 
they waited. Barclay leant heavily on the brass rail that separated 
the command area from the crew stations, his titanium prosthetic hand 
tapped the brass- a steady clink of metal on metal was the only sound 
the cavernous bridge. 

"This Thor, Supreme Commander of the Asgard Fleet, " a voice suddenly 
echoed from the speakers around the command centre. The voice was 
monotone, serious, threatening. "You have entered a star system under 
the protection of the Asgard, leave now or be destroyed." 

The silence on the bridge grew heavier twenty fold. Everyone turned 
to face him, their faces, young and fresh, most of them not long out 

of Officer Candidate School. In his forty years Barclay had never, 

_never_ experienced something like this. It had always been 'see 
covenant, kill covenant.' There was nothing dictating how he should 
act in a situation like this. It was unprecedented. Yes, he 
outnumbered the alien vessel thirty four to one but more would come, 

he was sure and in greater numbers. Years of combat and war was 

screaming at him to destroy the alien ship and move towards Earth, 
his gut was telling him something else. 

"You have ten seconds to comply." Thor, the alien named after the Old 
Norse god, said. Before Barclay could say anything Montgomery flashed 
into existence next him. Data from the Slip space jump appeared in 
table next to him. 

"Admiral, " Montgomery said. "There was an unidentified spike in the 
Slip space core just before we jumped, I would recommend we back off 
until we can examine this further." The readings showed power levels 
in the Slip space core during the transition, an abnormally high 
output, far greater than it should have been, lasted only the 
briefest of moments, just as they entered the eleven other dimensions 
that created space-time. Montgomery and his gut agreed on the subject 
of what to do. 

"Send the order, fall back to the Eridanus System." The Admiral said, 
his shoulder slumped in defeat. This was beyond unusual, he needed 
time to analyse the situation, time the alien wasn't 
allowing . 

_Victory _held its position as the frigates, cruisers and carrier 
fell back, the destroyers stayed, flanking the massive battleship, 
their guns ready but silent. As the other ships fled into swirling 
vortexes of the multi-dimensional plain the destroyers broke off and 
fled, followed by the _Victory._ 

Thanks to advancements made after the war the fleet, the entire navy, 
had been refitted with faster, more accurate Slip space drives, 
depositing the fleet in the Eridanus System just over an hour later, 
moving to the planet that, once, until the waning days of the war, 
was home to the UNSC fleet. 

Now, in this strange twisted version of reality as it seemed, it was 
as beautiful and full of life as Barclay could remember. There was no 



humans there, not yet. No intelligent life, only the native species 
that inhabited the planet before humans ever arrived in the system. 

It would be a good place to call home for now. Until they figured out 
what exactly was going on. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Back on Earth, under Cheyanne Mountain and home of the most 
secret organisation in the world, the recent events had caused a 
commotion like none other since the early days of the programme. The 
fleet, and that's what it was, a fleet like none they'd ever seen 
before, had entered the Solar System with the intent of moving 
towards Earth, only to be stopped by the timely arrival of the 
Asgard. The unidentified fleet hadn't spoken to Thor, only amongst 
themselves before retreating. To Hammond, the Major General in charge 
of the programme it was as though the fleet had entered the wrong 
system. The way they stopped, began their approach carefully and 
despite their numerical superiority they fell back when contested by 
Thor . <p> 

Sat around the large briefing table outside his office Hammond, his 
premier team, SG-1 and Thor discussed what happened. 

"The vessels are certainly not Goa'uld, nor that of any known faction 
currently operating in the galaxy." Thor said from his throne like 
command chair. A display hung above the table, curtesy of Thor. The 
flagship of the fleet hung in the centre, the weapon laden bow 
pointed towards the General. "We began tracking their approach from 
this star system, twenty three light years from Earth. Upon 
inspection there is no civilisation in the star system." The display 
changed to show Earths position and the origin of the fleet and their 
relative positions in the local stellar cluster before it changed 
back to the ship. 

"So they used it as a waypoint. Stopped to stretch their legs before 
coming here." Colonel Jack O'Neill was never considered a 
particularly intelligent person, usually simplifying things to an 
almost comedic level before understanding them. But when it came to 
strategy he wasn't lacking, he was smart enough to be an officer, 
smart enough to realise the benefits of stopping along the way, to 
resupply and let the crew have a brief breather before heading back 
into the unknown. 

"Unlikely," Thor said. O'Neill raised an eyebrow, the others looked 
at Thor, waiting. "We would have detected them before they entered 
the system, but they originated in that system." 

"So, they started from a planet without any civilisation on it? Maybe 
they left it behind? Abandoned the world to start anew." Daniel 
Jackson, a young man with glasses and short brown hair was an 
archaeologist and impromptu ambassador to the other civilisations of 
the galaxy, suggested, always the optimist. 

"You miss understand Daniel Jackson, there are no habitable planets 
in that star system. It is impossible for them to have originated 
there." Thor replied. 

"What about another universe? We know those exist, could they be from 
one of those?" Carter, the blonde Major that had organised the 
control room when the ships first appeared on sensors, said. She 



would be the one to offer the craziest ideas to the 
group . 

"Possible, but unlikely." Thor said. 

"Okay, so we don't know who they are or where they're from." George 
Hammond spoke up, tired of speculation. It wasn't getting them 
anywhere. "What do we know about them?" 

"They're fast." O'Neill said, referencing how quickly they'd moved 
through normal space. 

"Scans indicated the flagship possessed powerful ship-to-ship weapons 
and shields, capable of resisting the primary weapons aboard my 
vessels for some time. It is possible they didn't intend to intrude 
upon the Sol System. Hence their reluctance to attack." Thor 
stated . 

"What type of weapons did they have?" Jack and Sam asked at the same 
time, for different reasons. Jack was only interested in the use of 
these weapons to defend earth, nothing more, nothing less. Sam, on 
the other hand, was intrigued, if the Asgard considered them 
'powerful', just what were they capable of? 

"They appeared to be a mixture of high intensity, concentrated plasma 
batteries and solidified photon projectors." Thor said, highlighting 
parts of the vessel to show the weapons in question. "There is also 
four particle cannons, capable of destroying a Goa'uld mother ship 
with relative ease, although, that is purely speculation garnered 
from the scans of the vessel. Attempts to access the on board systems 
were countered by an on board Intelligence." 

"You mean they have hard-light weapons? Hard-light is just a theory, 
even the Ancients, as far as we know didn't use it." Carter asked, 
astounded that these people made use of such technology. 

"Indeed. It appears as though this group as managed to manufacture 
the technology. Including in their armour." 

"What's hardlight?" Jack asked, looking more confused than 
ever . 

"It's exactly what it sounds like, sir," Carter replied. "Solid 
light . " 

"Okay, that's pretty cool." O'Neill said with a slight nod. Even he 
could appreciate the science behind such technology. 

"Our own attempts at creating such technology has only ended in 
failure thus far. It is impressive, if not worrisome." Thor 
stated . 

"So where have they gone? And when can we go talk to them?" Jack 
asked, looking to Thor, then Hammond. 

"It would be unwise to do so at the moment O'Neill. The presence of 
an Asgard ship in the system they have retreated to might provoke 
them into action before a dialogue can be opened between us and 
them." Thor said, facing the aging Colonel with his large, black 
eyes. "It would be more beneficial to wait. They will make contact 



again, in their own time. I am sure. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>UNSC <strong>_* *Victory* *_ 

Admiral John Barclay wasn't one to shout orders but the worried 
hushed conversations and lack of concentrat ion mixed with his own 
fears and frustration led him to bark at his crew. 

"Monty," he said, using a shortened version of the AIs name. 
"Co-ordinate with the other AI ' s in the fleet and find out what 
happened. Lieutenant Mann, contact ship captains, I want them in my 
ready room now." He almost shouted. "I don't know what happened," he 
addressed his crew. "But I will do my best to find out and get each 
and every one of you home." Barclay said. He left, heading to his 
ready room to wait for the ship captains to arrive. 

It didn't take too long. The captains and commanders all entered one 
at a time, quickly filling the room. 

"Okay people, " Barclay said. Looking each and every one of them in 
the eye. "I don't know what happened, we were there, you all saw it. 
But that wasn't the Sol System we left before the trial runs. There 
wasn't any UNSC assets there, not a single base, ship or even debris. 
I want answers and suggestions on what to do." 

They spoke amongst themselves. Older veterans formulated theories 
while younger commanders offered wild new ideas. 

"Time travel, " a young looking commander offered with a slight shrug 
of her shoulders. "You saw the power readings of the drive core. We 
know Slip space can have temporal effects on ships, usually only by a 
few hours or days at most. But this could explain it." She 
said . 

"Time travel?" a captain, several years her senior replied in 
disbelief. "Even if that ludicrous idea was true how do explain the 
_alien _ship in _our _home system? They claimed to be protecting the 
system. Where were they when the Covenant showed up?" 

The debate raged on. For close to an hour they argued and dithered on 
what happened and what to do. 

"I think," Captain Vanesa Hardy, captain of the _Valliant_, a 
brilliant new destroyer, interjected through the murmurings of senior 
officers. "We should stay put. Build defences and maintain our 
position. At least until we finally solve the mystery of what 
happened. Build a settlement on Reach." 

There were muffled sounds of agreement, and disagreement, throughout 
the crowd. It would take a great deal of effort but a small 
settlement could be formed, a base of operations. It would take 
longer for defences. But that too was doable. 

The road ahead was long, shrouded in mystery and twist and turns the 
fleet had never imagined. It would be a long road home. 


3 . Chapter 3 



**Two Years Later** 


**UNSC **_**Victory**_ 

_**Orbit over Reach, 2562 (Military Calendar) **_ 

Spartan Buck was not a small man. Even before his augmentations to 
become one of the fabled, near mythical, Spartan super soldiers he 
had been tall. Now he towered over everyone in the room. Despite that 
he felt small in the presence of Admiral Barclay, Captain Hardy and 
other senior officers. Buck was a foot soldier. He wasn't invited 
into meetings with officers of the Navy and Marines. Not anymore. 

He was the only Spartan in the fleet. After everything that had 
happened with the Master Chief a couple of years before the _Victory_ 
left dry-docks. Buck had been asked to stay aboard the Navy's new 
ship while it underwent its final trials to help defend it against 
any one of a number of groups that would want to see it destroyed. He 
hated every moment of the assignment. And after two years of being 
out of contact with the UNSC he was ready to blow. He missed the 
missions, his friendsaC 1 Veronica. 

"Spartan Buck, " Admiral Barclay said from across the large, smooth 
table. Buck was stood at one end, his back to the door while the 
Admiral and Captains sat down in the chairs facing him. "I know you 
aren't happy with the current situation, none of us are. And 
unfortunately despite our best minds working on the problem we 
haven't made much progress." Buck's jaw clench as he bit back a 
sarcastic reply. 

"So I've heard. Admiral." He manage to say instead. He was surprised 
for a moment how calm he sounded. 

"We might have to get comfortable here, " Barclay said softly and Buck 
couldn't help but wince. "However that's not why I asked you here." 
His voice seemed to pick up a renewed strength. 

"Sir?" 

"A recent geological survey of the Menachite Mountains returned a 
rather interesting discovery. There's a large underground complex 
that shouldn't be there. I need you to find out what's there and if 
it's dangerous. Understand?" Barclay had brought up a display showing 
the area he was referencing. Buck had heard of Menachite on the 
original Reach. He'd never been there before though. The only people 
that went there was ONI and their spook goons. But for the first time 
in two years Buck smiled a little. He was going on a mission. Even if 
it turned out to be nothing more than some weird alien caves it got 
him out of the camps. 

"Understood, Admiral. Who's my team?" Buck asked. 

"People you can work with- ODSTs. Sergeant Bill Canfield will be your 
second on this. Although you will have Doctor Sara Lloyd accompanying 
you." Barclay said. He typed something into his COM pad before Buck's 
own chimed. He pulled it out of the small compartment in his armour 
and saw the Admiral had transferred the files of everyone on his 
team. They looked good after quick skim but he was still unsure. 

Lloyd was a specialist in alien technology as well as a whole host of 



other accolades that made her very useful. To the right people in the 
right situations. Buck honestly couldn't see why she was joining 
them . 

"I'll get the team ready, sir," Buck said after a moment. He saluted 
and left. Technically he didn't have to. They were part of a 
different branch and he was the only, therefore highest ranking, 
Spartan. He had as much weight as they did. 

"Good luck, " Barclay said as the door slid shut behind him. Buck 
wasted no time in gathering his equipment and heading down to the 
closest hanger. The_ Victory _was a massive ship, equal in size to 
the _Infinity_ and because of that there were multiple hangers all 
over the ship. Fore and aft. 

When he arrived in one of the hangers near the front of the ship 
there was a Pelican ready for him. He jogged down the set of stairs 
leading to the hanger floor and crossed the distance with a few large 
strides. The crew on the flight deck watched in fascination as he 
did. He brushed by a group of yellow jacketed crewmembers so closely 
he almost knocked them down. 

"Pilot, " Buck said has he leaped aboard. "Take us down to Camp 
Alexandria. I've got a team to brief." 

The pilot was leaning back in his seat, his legs resting on the 
flight systems in front of him. His flight suit was open and rolled 
up around his waist. His helmet was on the floor. He was humming 
along to some song and doing something on his personal COM pad when 
Buck had called out. He jumped into his seat properly and began 
powering the ship up. 

"Aye, down to Alexandria we go, " the pilot said. The pelican lurched 
as it lifted off the flight deck and left the hanger. Buck hadn't 
even noticed the ramp behind him close. "Sorry about that Spartan. I 
wasn't expecting you so soon. Thought I had at least half an hour 
before you showed up." 

"Spartans don't hang around. When we've got somewhere to be we go 
with as little waiting around as possible." Buck replied. He stood in 
the separation between the troop compartment and the cockpit, 
watching the pilot manoeuvre the ship with practised ease. "What's 
your name pilot?" 

"Flight Lieutenant Anthony Zheng, at your service, Spartan. Until 
further notice I am your glorified taxi driver. Please don't be 
stingy with the tips." Zheng cracked a small laugh at his own joke 
before he caught Buck's unamused reflection on the transparent 
canopy. He pivoted the ship downwards towards the planet and felt the 
pull of gravity and G-forces. When he saw the surface of Reach he was 
reminded of the terrible fate that had befallen the planet in another 
time . 

Buck sat himself in the co-pilots seat behind Zheng and watched as 
they entered the atmosphere several hundred miles from Camp 
Alexandria. Zheng pushed the Pelican to the limits as they dived 
towards the surface. He pulled it out of the dive over forest that 
ran either side of a large river. For as far as he could see there 
was only tall, thin trees. He heard and felt the scraping of the tree 
tops against the bottom of the craft as they skimmed the canopy at 



full speed towards the Camp. 


"You know," the Zheng began. "I don't why they called it Alexandria. 

I mean, I know they named it after the city that was there originally 
but that's just tempting fate if you ask me." 

"Yeah, I agree. I was there, in New Alexandria when the Covenant 
glassed it. I don't like it any more than you do." 

As they approached the massive, sprawling camp Buck recognised the 
wide open delta that once held New Alexandria and saw for a brief 
second the smooth hulls of Covenant Capital ships descending over the 
majestic city. It was just a memory of the events that had taken 
place ten years ago. 

"You were there?" Zheng cried out in mild surprise. "HolyaCl I'm 
sorry, Spartan. I didn't know. I wouldn't have said anything 
otherwise . " 

"It's fine. Just get us to the Camp in one piece." The Camp was 
spread out over several kilometres across the delta where the City 
would have been. Several landing strips had been constructed along 
the river bank, roughly where the Starport used to be and Pelicans, 
Broadswords and Longswords sat on the tarmac near open hangers. All 
around them were dirt roads and prefabricated buildings that served 
various functions. Near the centre of the Camp one of the frigates 
had landed and been converted into a massive Command Centre. All 
around it there were roads and checkpoints. At the edge of the camp, 
along the walls of titanium and steel several M510 Mammoth's guarding 
the most accessible routes into the Camp. What they were defending it 
from didn't matter. They were there merely as security and 
precaution. Just like the myriad of other defensive structures. 

They landed at one of the airfields and Zheng cut the engines. Buck 
lowered the ramp and saw a turretless Warthog waiting for him. There 
was a young marine private waiting for him in the driver's 
seat . 

"Spartan Buck? I'm Private Harrison, I've been told to drive you 
where you need to go, sir." Harrisons said. 

The Warthog shifted down on the suspension as Buck climbed in. "We're 
going to the Command Centre. I've already sent word to everyone I 
need to meet me there." 

"Okay, Sir. I'll get you there." 

They drove in silence along a narrow dirt road heading towards the 
massive bulk of the landed frigate. They passed by several buildings- 
a barracks, mess hall. Hospital and depot. They passed by other 
Warthogs and trucks moving about the Camp. One truck passed by so 
closely that the Warthog shook and rattled, Harrison let out a quiet 
curse as he fought the steering to get back on the path. 

"Sorry, Spartan. People don't like having to share the roads down 
here . " 

Buck said nothing as they sped over the rough ground and towards the 
ship. When they pulled into one of the checkpoints surrounding the 
vessel Buck grabbed his ID and got ready to show it to the MPs on 



guard. They were waved through with no problems and soon enough he 
was inside. One of the hangers had been converted into an atrium that 
teemed with light and life. The ceiling had been fitted with 
holographic projectors that showed the sky above as if it was made of 
glass. A reception desk had been built and MPs stood guard at every 
way in and out of the converted hanger. Buck doubted the need for 
such security but if it kept people busy and kept their mind off the 
fact they might never be going home, then who was he to 
complain? 

"Excuse me," Buck said as he approached the desk. "I've got a 
briefing-" 

"Wardroom on the seventh floor, " the Petty Officer manning the desk 
said. She didn't smile or even look up fully to acknowledge 
him . 

"Thanks," Buck mumbled as he walked away. Finding his way quickly 
enough with the help of his armour Buck placed his hand on the 
security panel by the side of the door and when it opened he stepped 
in without preamble. The team was already assembled. 

Four ODSTs in their number two's and Doctor Lloyd were sat at the 
table in the centre of the room. The wardroom was a lavishly 
decorated room lined with smoked wooden panels and had a bar with a 
rainbow coloured selection of liquors and spirits. Pictures of 
notable interest had been hung up on the walls opposite the door and 
table was a smooth, onyx black in the centre, bordered by varnished 
oak. It was a damn sight nicer than the rooms Buck was used 
to . 

"Gentlemen and lady, " Buck said. The door closed behind him and he 
made his way to the head of the table where controls for a 
holographic interface had been installed. "We've got a little bit of 
recon work to do." 

Corporal Casey Eubank nudged Sergeant Canfield in the ribs in an 'I 
told you so' manner. Doctor Lloyd merely looked confused. Apparently 
no one had bothered to inform her of her involvement until now. 

"If we're doing recon, Spartan, why is a civilian with us?" Eubank 
said. He didn't sound annoyed at having the civilian there, merely 
curious . 

"Admiral's orders," Buck said. "I don't know why either. But she's 
joining us . " 

Buck brought up the map of the area and showed the same data and 
scans he'd been shown earlier. 

"The Admiral wants us explore these caves in the Menachite Mountains. 
According to the survey of the area there is a large underground 
complex buried there. Spectrographic analysis is showing a 
concentration of several metals that we have never seen before. And I 
know Reach, those metals do now belong there. We're going to find out 
what we can." 

"I'm sorry," George White, the lowest ranking ODST in the room, said. 
"But who cares about some metal?" 



"Because the Admiral wants us to. That's why." Buck replied. "We 
leave at fourteen hundred hours. Dismissed." 

"Spartan, " Canfield said. "What gear are we using? Light recon? 
Standard issue? Heavy ordinance?" 

"Go light; SAW, MA5D, M395. I want us all using the same ammunition 
types. Got it?" Buck replied. His gut was telling him there was more 
to this than it seemed and he wanted to be prepared. 

"SAW doesn't sound like light recon to me but okay, Spartan. I'll get 
the men ready. I take it you've got a ride for us or are we walking 
there? " 

"Be at the airfield at fourteen hundred and you'll have a ride." Buck 
said, curving the corner of his mouth into a grin. Despite over two 
decades of war and multiple campaigns since Buck had managed to 
retain some of his youthful humour. Even though he was now fifty 
two . 

**Menachite Mountains** 

**Reach, 2562 (Military Calendar) ** 

The Pelican came in over the mountain range fast and low. Zheng 
handled the bird like a professional as he pulled a quick, on the 
spot, turn at the Landing Zone and opened the ramp into the small 
clearing on the mountain side. 

Epsilon Eridani beat down on the barren, exposed, mountain side with 
a ferocity Buck only remembered from his training days thirty four 
years ago. He was comfortable in his MJOLNIR armour, the suits 
systems regulated his temperature to keep him cool, just like the 
ODSTs own charcoal BDUs. The only one of them suffering was Doctor 
Lloyd who was dressed in simple field gear provided by the marines. 
She had taken the jacket off and tied it around her waist, exposing 
her pale arms and shoulders to the heat. She was wearing a simple 
white vest underneath that did little to hide her feminism. She was 
carrying a heavy looking rucksack filled with all sorts of scientific 
gadgets Buck didn't understand. The ODSTs were packing light, only 
field rations, spare ammunition and survival kits. Buck only had his 
armour, weapons and ammunition. 

He led them down a loose path towards the entrance to the cave system 
they were meant to be exploring. As they had approached the LZ he had 
received a message from Admiral Barclay stating that if any of the 
metal were of any particular value he was to contact them so a group 
of engineers, or sappers, could start mining the stuff. Maybe that 
was why Doctor Lloyd was with them. 

Buck led the way while White and Canfield took up the rear with 
Eubank, Doctor Lloyd and Zoe Maycroft, the last ODST, in the 
middle . 

"Why didn't we just land at the entrance to the damn cave?" White 
grumbled. He was an ODST so Buck knew what he was doing. He was 
merely venting, like all soldiers did. Romeo and Micky had done it on 
Tallista- a bitter memory that Buck would rather forget. Micky's 
betrayal was still left a sour taste in his mouth. 



"Because we have no idea what's down there. Could be aliens as 
friendly as the Covenant." Canfield grunted. "Plus, there isn't 
enough room to get a Pelican down there. So quit it and keep 
yomping . " 

"We're nearly there," Buck interjected before the younger ODST said 
something he regretted. 

The path was cut into the mountain side by centuries of erosion, the 
ground beneath them was loose and shifted easily. Stepping too close 
to the edge would end badly. The sheer drop would kill anyone unlucky 
enough to fall. 

The entrance to the cave was wide and easily twice the height of 
Buck. The path outside was dangerously narrow. The cavern was damp 
and covered in moss and lichen. For Buck the darkness wasn't an issue 
but the ODSTs activated the flashlights on their weapons as well as 
their VISR suite. 

The cave stretched on deeper into the mountain through a series of 
narrower passages. The ODSTs, at a single gesture, moved forward to 
cover the many crevasses that led down into the tunnel network they 
were interested in. 

"Admiral, this Spartan Buck. We've reached the entrance to the cave 
system and are about to enter. We might lose comms inside." There was 
a momentary pause before the Admiral responded. 

"_Understood, Spartan." _Came the reply. He waited a moment before 
deciding the Admiral wasn't going to add anything else. 

"Right, split into two teams. Private White, you and Doctor Lloyd are 
with me. We'll go as far as we can, try and find what's down there. 

If you find anything let me know." 

"These caves probably go on for miles. We could have trouble finding 
our way back," Canfield said calmly. 

"Agreed. Drop IR markers as we go. We should be able to find our way 
out easily enough then." 

They split up and headed down separate passageways, deeper into the 
mountain. The narrow passages were damp in reeked of mould. He felt 
his boot slip on the rocks constantly. It wasn't enough to throw him 
off balance but enough to keep his mind on where he placed his next 
step . 

After what felt like hours the rock wall started to shift into a 
metallic corridor. The change had been so gradual Buck had barely 
noticed until they came across a door blocking their path. The only 
other feature in the walls was a red jewel like object. 

"Canfield, we've come across what appears to be a door blocking our 
way deeper into the caves. We're going to try and find a way to open 
it. Any luck on your end?" Buck said into his radio. A moment later 
and Canfield's ID tag flashed into his existence on his HUD, showing 
who the incoming message was from. 

"_We ' ve found a corridor built into the caves. We haven't found any 
doors yet. You want us to come to you?" _Canfield almost sounded 



bored over the radio. 


"Negative. Try and find another way in. If you do let us know." Buck 
said before clicking off his radio and facing his team. Doctor Lloyd 
was looking at the strange red jewel in the wall by the door while 
White kept his flashlight trained in her to provide some light. The 
scientist brushed her hand over the jewel in an effort to wipe away 
some of the dirt on it. It flashed and glowed, causing the Doctor to 
fall back into a puddle of water with a small, delicate cry of 
surprise . 

The door slid open. Buck raised his MA5D at the now open corridor 
while White helped the Doctor off her arse and onto her feet. 

"We've found a way into the facility. We're going in." Buck said into 
his radio in a barely audible whisper. He moved forwards and started 
down a corridor lined with ancient torches that had burnt out 
thousands of years ago. The walls looked they were made of gold and 
were covered in small hieroglyphic like symbols. They certainly 
weren't Forerunner or Covenant. Not that he knew of anyway. 

Canfield responded a moment later, stating he'd found another 
entrance already open. They met up at four way junction in the 
hallways some hundred and something metres in. The moved deeper and 
deeper into the strange facility, finding no signs of battle or the 
builders of the place. 

They came across another intersection several floors down and still 
hadn't found anything worth noting. Buck stopped, brought up the 
holographic interface of his TACPAD and typed in a command. 

"Hold up, I'm activating Artemis. Might give us a clue as to where we 
should go. We could spend hours exploring this place otherwise." On 
his HUD a blue wave of energy erupted outwards and through the myriad 
of corridors and passageways. They'd been leaving markers to help 
them find their way back to the surface but that didn't help them 
find what was at the heart of the strange facility. 

"How'd you get your hands on Artemis? I thought that was a toy for 
ONI spooks only." Canfield said, his blank, emotionless visor shifted 
to face him with an accusing glare. 

"It's a little something I kept from when I ran with an ONI fireteam 
a few years ago. I just never gave it back." Buck said. A schematic 
of the facility began to form on his HUD and he tried to find 
something that stood out. 

The pulse of energy from Artemis died out before it covered every 
inched of the facility but it did show a cavernous room two floors 
down. If there was anything here Buck felt certain it would be 
there . 

"You did work for ONI?" Eubank said, almost like he was accusing 
him . 

"Not because I wanted to." Buck replied sharply. He knew ONI wasn't 
trusted by the rank and file and those that had worked for them while 
serving was almost sacrilegious. ODSTs did it on a regular basis 
during The War but if Eubank had joined the ODSTs at the war's close 
than he may have never had to. He was lucky. 



The cavernous room was massive. Easily the size of a hanger on the 
_Victory._ There wasn't any obvious computer terminals or anything. 
Except for the large metallic ring that sat against the far wall and 
the pedestal a few metres in front of it. 

On one of the walls closest to the ring a series of symbols were 
lined up next to one another as though they were part of some sort of 
code. Doctor Lloyd studied the symbol and the strange hieroglyphs for 
some time while Buck looked over the metal ring. It was lined with a 
myriad of star signs he sort of recognised from the skies above 
Reach. He cast a look at the ones on the wall and they matched a few 
of them. A quick look at the plinth and it had all the same symbols 
as the ring. 

"The symbols on the wall match the plinth and the ring." Buck stated 
casually. Curious he pushed at one of the buttons on the plinth, the 
first one from the code like sequence on the wall, and the ring spun 
before the chevron on the top right lit up in a bloody orange colour. 
The ODSTs snapped to and raised their weapons at the ring. It didn't 
do anything else. After a moment the light went out. 

"Amazing, " Doctor Lloyd said. "Do it again, try the whole code, see 
what it does." 

Buck did, despite the gut feeling he shouldn't be messing around with 
something he didn't understand. That's what got them in the whole 
situation in the first place. The UNSC had been playing around with 
Eorerunner Slipspace tech and it had backfired horribly. He pressed 
all seven symbols and watched as seven chevrons lit up. Then 
nothing . 

"Well that was ant i-climact ic . " Canfield said with a small laugh. "I 
was expecting something cool." 

Buck looked down at the plinth and, on a whim, pressed down on the 
large red jewel at the centre. The ring exploded outwards with a 
force of energy unlike any he'd seen. A whirling vortex of energy 
shot out from the centre of the ring and it nearly swallowed Canfield 
up before it slunk back into the centre of the ring where it formed 
an ominous puddle that glowed and shimmered, lighting up the room 
with ease. 

"Spartan," Doctor Lloyd said. "Do you have your COM pad?" She held 
out her hand in his direction waiting for him to give her the pad. 

She moved towards the puddle of energy in the centre of the 
ring . 

"Why?" Buck asked and Doctor Lloyd shot him an annoyed look. 

"I've got an idea, just pass me your COM pad." Buck rolled his eyes 
behind his visor, grabbed his COM pad from the small compartment in 
his armour and handed it over. 

She linked her COM pad to his and held his towards the puddle of 
energy. "I wonderaC 1 " she said to herself quietly. She put her hand 
and his COM pad into the energy field for a second, gasped and 
brought her hand shooting back out of it. The ODSTs readied their 
weapons, just in case. 



"What happened?" Canfield asked. He moved over to her and pulled her 
away from the ring. She was grabbing her wrist and shaking her 
hand . 


"It felt like my hand just stopped existing. I couldn't feel it 
anymore. It just surprised me." Lloyd said offering Canfield a small 
smile. The ring shut down a moment later and cast the room into 
darkness again. 

"Are you okay?" Buck asked. Lloyd nodded in response. 

"I'm fine. It just surprised me. I wasn't expecting to feel anything, 
or lose feeling." She replied. 

Eubank, White and Maycroft spread out, casting as much light as they 
could through the room while keeping the entrance covered. 

"Hey, what happened to my COM pad?" Buck asked. It wasn't on the 
floor anywhere and she was no longer holding it. 

"I don't know, I must have let go of it when it was in the energy 
field. I'm sorry, it's gone." She replied. 

"Yeah, no kidding." Buck replied. He bit back a string of curses. His 
COM pad held recordings of every conversation he had with Veronica, 
every time he needed to vent during the war. It held the video files 
and reports of nearly all his missions and the footage from the 
attack on his homeworld of Draco III. As well as other personal 
things he had kept on there. "Come on, lets head back to the surface 
and report this to the Admiral. He'll want to know about this thing. 
Whatever it is." 
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**P3X-274, 2004** 

SG-1 stepped out onto the green fields of P3X-274. Initial reports 
had said the planet was uninhabited but home to ruins belonging to 
some extinct culture. Despite the near overwhelming pressure from the 
president to secure something to defend themselves from Anubis, the 
Goa'uld threatening to destroy anyone and anything that opposes him, 
and the ever persistent threat of annihilation Daniel had insisted 
that they go and see the ruins on the planet. Two months ago Daniel 
had returned from the dead, or another plane of existence- or 
something . 

"Right," Colonel Jack O'Neill said, hoisting his P90 and stepping 
forward away from the Stargate. "Let's go poke some rocks and 
dirt . " 

Doctor Daniel Jackson, a younger man in his thirties, his short brown 
covered by a ball cap which covered his eyes and glasses from the 
bright sun overhead, let out an annoyed sigh. He and Jack had been 
friends for years, had given the Colonel the will to keep living 
during their first mission through the Stargate and yet Jack still 
seemed to have no care in the world about Daniel's profession. He was 
an archaeologist first and foremost and the ruins on the planet, he 
was sure, belonged to the Ancients- the first race of humans to 
inhabit the galaxy thousands of years ago and one of the most 
advanced races in known space. They might find something useful here. 



or at least learn a bit more about the most powerful species to ever 
inhabit the stars. 

Teal ' c and Samantha Carter moved over to the left while Daniel 
quickly studies the DHD to make sure it was still working. The amount 
of times they'd found themselves stuck because of a broken DHD was 
almost maddening. It had almost killed them several times. Thankfully 
this one was in perfect working order. 

Jack moved calmly across the open plain, taking cautious steps while 
he studied the surroundings with hawk like eyes. Behind him the gate 
shut down and the rest of SG-1 moved in his direction. He'd lost 
count of how many times they'd been on simple missions like this and 
how many times those simple missions turned into anything but 
simple . 

They were barely a hundred metres away from the gate when it opened 
again. The sound of a gate activating was as unmistakable as the 
_kawoosh_ if the unstable energy vortex it created. SG-1 spun around, 
weapons raised. The SGC wouldn't dial back to them so soon after 
departure. That didn't leave a lot of other people to choose from as 
to whom would be dialling in. 

Daniel moved closer to look at the DHD to see where the connecting 
gate was from when a small black rectangle popped out and landed in 
the grass in front of the gate without a sound. The gate shut down 
again . 

"I got the address," Daniel said. "Just in case you want to see what 
that was about." Jack winced internally. The damn space monkey knew 
him too well. 

"Carter, check that thing out before Daniel blows us all up." O'Neill 
barked as Daniel went to inspect the device that was sent through the 
gate. If it was any form of explosive then chances were that Carter 
could at least identify it before it was exploding. The blonde haired 
Major smiled as she fought down a bout of laughter. 

Sam knelt down next to the device, her knee sunk into the soil and 
she felt the dew from the grass seep into her trouser leg and soak 
the material. The device was a simple black rectangle with a clear 
screen in the middle. She picked it up carefully and flipped it 
round. The screen was inactive. On the bottom left of the device was 
several buttons. Instinctively she pressed one and screen flashed 
into existence. It was an interface on the screen was completely 
foreign to her but the language was one she easily recognised. 

"It's in English," she murmured. "Sir! I don't think it's a bomb!" 

She called out to the Colonel and mover towards him, away from the 
gate . 

"What is it Carter?" O'Neill asked as they closed ranks. Daniel 
joined them while Teal ' c kept his distance and his eyes on the 
surroundings . 

"It looks like a handheld computer," Daniel said as he studied the 
display. "Look there, it's got a button to show contacts, maybe a 
form communicat ion device." 


"Are you saying someone chucked their cell phone through the 



stargate?" Jack asked sarcast ically . 


"Well Sir, I think the bigger issue here that the interface is in 
English. No other race in the galaxy uses it as far as we know." 
Carter said, looking the Colonel in the eye. 

"She's right. Jack," Daniel added. He reached over and grabbed the 
device from Sam and began to look at it. He opened up a tab that 
listed a whole host of video recordings that appeared in three 
columns with small thumbnails. They were all titled. He pressed the 
most recent one and the recording began. 

"Guys, " Daniel said, drawing their attention to the recording on the 
device . 

It was only a couple of minutes long and showed a dark haired women 
in a white vest top looking down at the camera. She mumbled something 
unintelligible and held the camera away from her. In the background 
they could see two figures in black head-to-toe armour and a much 
larger armoured figure in appeared for a brief second in the corner 
before the screen turned to static. Then it showed the device's 
arrival at P3X-274. 

"Okay," Jack said. "What was that?" 

"I think that was how the device got here. Someone sent it through 
the Stargate as an experiment, " Daniel said looking up from the 
device. "I wonder what else is on here." 

"Put it away and let's do what we came here to do. The sooner we're 
done here the sooner you and Carter can poke and prod that thing back 
the SGC." Jack said. He was about to turn around and walk towards the 
ruins when Sam spoke up. 

"What if those people come looking for it?" 

"We'll cross that bridge when we come to it," was the Colonel's 
flippant response. 

**S.G.C** 

**Earth, 2004** 

The briefing room was dark. Major General Hammond, the two star 
General in command of the Stargate program sat at the head of the 
table, behind the projector that had been set up. Colonel O'Neill, 
Teal ' c and Daniel sat either side of the General, all of them faced 
the projection Sam was about to go into. Even Doctor Janet Erasier, 
the bases resident Doctor and one of Sam's closest friends attended. 
She might provide some valuable insight later on. 

The mission to P3X-274 hadn't yielded the results Daniel had hoped 
for and other than the device coming through the stargate there had 
been nothing of interest to note about the mission. No one came 
looking for the device and SG-1 had brought it back to the SGC with 
them. Sam had been studying it since. What she found wasaC 1 
disturbing. And she knew Hammond and the rest of SG-1 would want to 
know about it . 

"The device is a form tablet computer and communicat ion system 



decades ahead of anything we have on Earth." Sam began. The screen 
behind her showed a picture of the device in question. "So far I've 
figured out who it belongs to; a man called Edward Buck. At least 
that's what the ID tag says. He's also part of something called the 
UNSC. I assume that it's some sort of military faction." 

The projection changed to show a man in his late thirties with a full 
head of dark brown hair that was slightly longer than regulation 
length. He had a stony expression that rivalled Tea'c's. He was 
wearing a black and gold dress uniform that was decorated with 
ribbons and medals. The letters UNSC stood out proudly above them 
all . 

"What makes you say that. Major. Besides the picture I mean," Hammond 
asked. Sam couldn't see the expression on his face behind the glare 
from the projector. She switched the slide show to a video player and 
hit play. 

The projection showed the man from the previous picture looking much 
younger. He had a wild smile and spoke with confidence. 

"_Private Eddie Buck, UNSC Marines, 232 nd Marine Expeditionary 

Eorce. July 23 rd , 2529." _The man, or boy, in the video seemed to 

bounce in his seat as he spoke directly into the camera, as if he was 
addressing the group in the briefing room. _"Six weeks ago I 
officially became a marine on Reach. We shipped out straight after 
aboard the cruiser _Hells Eury." He waved his hands all around him, 
signifying he was still aboard the cruiser. 

"_My first deployment is to Harvest. The colony where we first 
encountered the _Covenant . " He spat out the final word with distaste. 
_"We ' re deploying into Utgard, the capital city, to push the bugs out 
and take back what's ours. Damn alien freaks have been clawing their 
way over the planet for two and half years. It's time we took it back 
and kept it . 

Eddie Buck, the young marine, paused for a moment. His face grew 
serious and he stopped fidgeting. He looked away from the camera and 
then back. 

"_We ' ve entered the Epsilon Indi system already and are approaching 
orbit over the colony. We deploy in exactly twenty four hours. We'll 
have the colony back by Christmas. I'm sure of it." _ 

With that he leant over and cut the camera. The room was left in 
silence as they took the information in. Teal ' c looked like he had 
something to say but kept it to himself. If Sam were to guess it 
would be about how eager he seemed to fight the 'Covenant' and how 
confident he was in victory. 

"There's more. The next recording is from a few months later. During 
his deployment. There is combat footage taken from a helmet based 
camera so we can see some of what's going on." Sam said after a few 
minutes of silence. 

In the next video the boy looked tired and dirty. He was wearing 
green combat armour and the way his hair was depressed showed he had 
been wearing a helmet for some time. He ran a hand through his 
dishevelled hair and let out a sigh. He didn't speak for a while and 
Sam had to speed it up a bit. 



"_We ' ve spent three months in this place and we have managed to kick 
the Covenant out of the city and into the Bifrost. For now. They'll 
be back. They're tenacious basterds . The lot of them. The little ones 
just run at you in the hopes of tearing you apart with their grubby 
little hands big split lips charge you with plasma rifles and swords 
in the hopes of getting close enough to tear you half." _ 

He wasn't looking at the camera this time. Instead he seemed to stare 
off into space somewhere to the right. His right hand was wrapped up 
and he seemed to handle it with care. 

"_Honestly this is hell. I saw _Kelly_ get jumped by a pack of the 
grunts- that's what we've started calling the little ones, the freaky 
little guys with the methane packs that explode when you shoot them 
just right. They tore him to pieces. Just clawed at him until he 
stopped screaming. I just shot them all. When I ran out of ammo I 
beat them down with my rifle. You spook 'em like I did there and they 
panic. Go running in every direction in an attempt to get away from 
you. And the big ones can take an entire magazine from a MAS just to 
pop their shields. I have footage. ONI would kill me if they knew I 
kept some of the footage. 

He reached over and the screen changed to show a corridor filled with 
debris from a collapsed wall and shattered glass. The view was from a 
helmet mounted camera that allowed the viewers to see what the marine 
saw. He had his rifle up and pointed down the hall towards a darkened 
area of the building. The sound of battle raged all around them. The 
marine, assumed to be Buck, looked outside a shattered window into a 
courtyard where the corpses of several marines and dozens of squat 
aliens lay, soaking the pavement in blood. 

Sam saw Daniel and Janet wince. Even from where the marine was they 
could see one of the dead soldiers had been torn to shreds, his body 
surrounded by the bodies of the aliens that had killed him. It wasn't 
a pretty sight. Even for the battle hardened members of SG-1 and 
Hammond . 

Buck looked back down the corridor and moved forwards, over a 
crumbled section of wall that revealed the room beyond, and into a 
wide room with stairs at the far end leading up to the next 
floor . 

"_Let ' s go," _Buck said to someone behind him. _"The split-lip is 
upstairs. We take him out and the little buggers will run . Whoever 
was behind him replied and they moved up the stairs, covering each 
other as they moved. They found the alien in an office with large 
floor to ceiling windows that had been shattered and broken long 
before they arrived. It had its back to them. There was a small 
balcony overlooking the city near where the alien was standing. It 
was talking in a language no one knew into some form of communicat ion 
device in its helmet as they approached. 

The other marine moved left while Buck moved right. They raised their 
weapons, the blue ammo counter showed thirty two and he lined up his 
sights with the alien. Then the two of them let loose. The barrage of 
fire caught the alien off guard and he stumbled. Its maroon coloured, 
intricately decorated, armour was cover by a blue shimmer of energy 
that absorbed the bullets. The alien turned around and roared, 
showing off its split mandibles and rows of sharp teeth. It raised 



its weapon at the other marine as it spun round and fired. Several 
globs of blue plasma streaked past the marine and impacted the wooden 
wall behind him- burning perfectly circular holes through it. One 
bolt streaked past a few centimetres away and another hit the man 
square in the chest. He fell back, screaming in agony and clawing at 
his armour. 

Buck let out his own roar and carried on firing until the blue shield 
around the alien cracked and popped. Bullets tore into the alien, 
forcing its attention to him. With only a few bullets left in his 
magazine Buck shifted his aim slightly to the weapon in the alien's 
hand. He tore it to shreds. The smooth blue, claw like, weapon 
dropped to the ground and the alien let out another roar that seemed 
to shake to room with its ferocity. 

It staggered back and Buck charged forward. He emptied the rest of 
the bullets in his rifle and shoulder charged the staggered alien. He 
sent it tumbling backwards on to the balcony and Buck charged again. 
He lay powerful right hook into the creature's helmeted head and the 
sickening sound of bones cracking could be heard. The alien up close 
was horrible. It was almost twice the size of Buck and its mouth was 
comprised of four mandible like jaws that were lined with sharp teeth 
and its eyes were small dark globes near the front of its head. It 
was speaking in its native tongue as Buck kept hitting and forcing it 
closer to the edge. He was relentless in his attack and with one 
final, heavy shove the alien was sent tumbling over the railing. It 
landed with a squelch on the pavement below. Buck looked down and saw 
it still moving. He pulled out his side arm and emptied it- 
spattering purple blood across the asphalt until it stopped 
moving . 

He looked up at the remains of the city. If it could still be called 
a city. Most of the buildings had been destroyed and collapsed. The 
few that remained upright were nothing more than skeletal husks. The 
roads had been covered with rubble and the sky was ablaze with fire 
and smoke . 

He ran back to help the other marine as the recording cut back to 
Buck facing the camera. He didn't say anything else. He just sat in 
silence before turning off the recording. 

The room was silent. Teal ' c nodded gently to himself, admiring the 
ferocity of the marine while Daniel and Janet looked pale. Jack and 
Hammond looked worried. If these aliens were still out there then 
they might become a very serious threat. 

"Looks like one hell of a fight," O'Neill said eventually. Sam 
resisted the urge to smile. Even in the darkest of moments Jack could 
find a way to say something to keep people from getting too 
grim . 

"Indeed. Edward Buck appears to be a most cunning and ferocious 
warrior." Teal ' c said. His deep, baritone voice resonated through the 
room. The Jaffa and former Eirst Prime seemed to respect the fighting 
prowess of the marine. Even though he hadn't met the man. It wasn't 
something that happened very often. 

"Are these aliens going to be a threat?" Hammond asked. Daniel looked 
at the balding Texan with a look Sam couldn't quite decipher. She 
shook her head. 



"I don't think so. Sir. There are hundreds of recordings spread out 
over nearly twenty years. All of them have something to do with their 
war with the alien 'Covenant'. They win from what I've gathered but I 
don't think we'd have to worry about them either way. One of the 
latest entries, nearly two years old, he states they'd come to Earth, 
just not the Earth they were meant to." 

"What is that supposed to mean?" Jack asked with a furrowed brow. 
General Hammond seemed to agree with the Colonel's question. 

"Sirs, I think these people might have been the fleet that showed up 
two years ago. The one Thor had to stop. It explains why they were 
here but hesitant to move closer. They wanted to go to Earth, just 
not this Earth. I was right, they came from another universe." Sam 
said. She moved her hands about as she spoke, as if they help prove 
her point. 

"We don't know that. Carter," Jack said. "But if they are then they 
might be willing to help us fight the Goa'uld. Daniel got the gate 
address the device came from. We could go and say 'hi'." The grey 
haired Colonel turned to face the General as he spoke. 

"They could be very valuable allies in our war with the System Lords 
and Anubis, " Teal ' c added. 

"And if they really did evolve on a different Earth they could 
provide an insight into the development of our nations and cultures. 
Who knows, they might be able to help us end certain issues plaguing 
Earth at the moment." Daniel said. 

"The medical technologies they could provide could change everything 
we know about medicine. They might have cures for diseases that are 
currently incurable." Janet mentioned. It had gone from a briefing 
about what Sam had found and turned into an effort to convince the 
General to allow them to go meet these people. They knew how to fight 
and fight well and they were centuries ahead of Earth technology 
wise. They could provide, if they were willing, a much needed hand in 
the ongoing struggle with the Goa'uld. 

Hammond moved his chair back and Sam cut power to the projector. The 
briefing was obviously over for now. He cast long looks at his 
flagship team and shook his head with a small sigh. 

"I'll talk to the president. He'll want to know all about this. It'll 
be up to him. These people could also be very dangerous." Hammond 
stood up and moved towards his office. He shut the door and sealed 
himself away. 

"Well, " Jack said, clasping his hands together like some cartoon 
villain. "Who wants cake?" 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>So I know it's been a while since I updated anything but 
here we go! Something that really deserves a new chapter. 

<strong> 


**The reason behind my lack of recent updates is work and then my 
trip to RTX all got in the way. Now I'm back and things are starting 



to settle down again. Who knows how long it'll last though. I'll try 
and update something soon.** 


4 . Chapter 4 
**S.G.C** 

**Earth, 2004** 

_Click. Snap. Click. Snap._ Colonel Jack O'Neill stood at the bottom 
of the embarkation ramp that led up to the Stargate. Carter and 
Teal ' c stood next to him, keeping busy with something while they 
waited for Daniel. Jack played with his old zippo lighter. The one he 
had given to Skaara during his first mission to Abydos years ago. The 
lid was worn smooth from repeated use and Jack's habit of fiddling 
with something when he was bored. Jack hadn't used the lighter in 
years. He'd quit smoking after returning from Abydos. 

One of the blast doors leading to the gate room opened and Daniel 
stepped in, still wrestling with his rucksack. General Hammond was a 
step behind him. The gate began dialling after Hammond gave a nod to 
the Sergeant in the control room. 

"Sorry," Daniel said apologetically. Sam offered him a small smile 
while Teal ' c raised an eyebrow. Jack ignored him. 

"SG-1, try and make some new friends," Hammond said. "Those are the 
president's words, not mine. Good luck." 

"Thanks, General." O'Neill said. "We'll be on our best behaviour 
while we're out. And if anyone can convince these people to help us 
then Daniel can. Isn't that right Danny boy?" 

"I certainly hope so. Sam do have the device? We should give it back 
to them as a gesture of good will. They might appreciate that." 

Daniel said. He adjusted his glasses on his nose, rolled his 
shoulders again so his rucksack sat more comfortably and made sure 
the strap on his holster was secure. He was the only one of the group 
without a P90, or in Teal'c's case a Jaffa staff weapon. 

"Right here," Sam said, patting a pocket on her tactical vest. The 
Stargate activated with a massive rush of energy and Jack felt 
himself buzz. He loved travelling through the Stargate. The 
adventures and the friends he'd made was worth everything in his 
opinion . 

"Godspeed, Colonel." Hammond said as the team moved up the ramp. Jack 
turned and offered a lazy salute and stepped through the gate. A 
second later he was in another star system. The rest of SG-1 followed 
him seconds later. 

The room on the other end was lit up by the active 'gate and several 
powerful floodlights that covered every inch of the room. They were 
hooked up to a generator in one corner. Despite the signs of recent 
activity in the area there wasn't a single soul in the room other 
than SG-1. Jack frowned and rested his hands on the grip of his P90, 
ready to bring it to up if he needed it. 

"Nobody home?" Jack asked sarcast ically . Chances were the people that 



had sent the device through were around somewhere. They'd been here 
recently. It was just a matter of finding them. "Come on, let's go 
have a look-see." 

"Are you sure that's a good idea. Jack? They might not be happy if 
they catch us walking about the place." Daniel said. Sam seemed to 
agree with him. 

"Well it beats just waiting in here until they come back, " Jack 
replied. "Plus, we aren't going to make friends by standing around 
waiting for something to happen." 

Jack moved towards the door at the far end and Teal ' c followed him- 
unwilling to leave his Tau'ri friend to wonder the base alone. Sam 
and Daniel followed somewhat reluctantly. 

The hall beyond the door was filled with lights and equipment, all 
bearing the UNSC name and emblem. There was still no one 
around . 

"Teal'c, I don't suppose you recognise the design of the temple do 
you?" Daniel asked. As he was walking he was studying the hieroglyphs 
on the walls. 

"It is ancient Goa'uld design. Predating Ra ' s rise to power among the 
System Lords. It was probably abandoned around the same time." Teal'c 
replied. He was also looking around. Only instead of studying the 
walls and the hieroglyphics he was looking for any traps, any hostile 
movementaC 1 any movement of any kind except for SG-1. 

"I thought so," Daniel said. "That might explain why the address 
wasn't on the cartouche." 

They moved towards a junction in the hall when Teal'c forced them to 
stop. A second later Jack turned and put his finger in his lips, 
silencing any questions. A moment later the sound of boots on metal 
floor and the sound of two people talking reached the team. 

This was it. Daniel wormed his way in front of Jack and Teal'c, 
ignoring the looks they shot his way. He steadied his breathing, 
swallowed, took a deep breath and stepped around the corner. He heard 
Jack mutter something about being reckless as he rounded the corner- 
jack on his heels. 

He came face to face with the woman from the first recording, her 
dark hair tied back in a neat bun. She was holding a device just like 
the one that came through the Stargate. The other person, a man, was 
geared up in charcoal black body armour that looked thick and 
durable, a damn sight more so than the tactical vests SG-1 was 
wearing. He had a helmet hooked onto his waist and a nasty looking 
rifle cradled in his arms. They stared each other down for less than 
a second before Daniel found himself looking down the barrel of the 
rifle . 

The two backed up a bit, the soldier reached for his radio- keeping 
his rifle aimed at Daniel and Jack. "Don't move!" the soldier barked 
out. The woman took several steps back but kept her focus on them. 

She studied them closely. 


"We're not here to-" Daniel tried to speak up. 



"Shut it!" The soldier snapped the order. Jack resisted the urge to 
roll his eyes. Instead he held his hands up and wisely kept his mouth 
shut. Unlike the usual, untrained lackeys pointing guns at him and 
his team this guy was good. Well trained. He had the right stance, 
the right amount of distance, the right attitude. 

"Sergeant, " the woman said. The Sergeant was already calling in for 
back up. Jack winced. Getting out of this could be a lot harder than 
originally planned. "Sergeant wait a second." 

"Not now. Doctor. We have no idea who these people are or where they 
came from. Whatever it is you have to say it'll have to wait." The 
Sergeant said after he finished on the radio. He sifted his attention 
back at Jack and Daniel. "How many more of you are there?" 

Jack opened his mouth to say that he and Daniel were it, a small 
signal for Sam and Teal ' c to head back to the Stargate and dial out, 
when Daniel spoke first. 

"There's two more, just around the corner. Listen, we came through 
the Stargate to find you-" Daniel tried again to talk but the soldier 
cut him off again. 

Sam and Teal ' c came around the corner, arms raised. Teal ' c studied 
the soldier, looking for any weakness. Just in case they needed it. 
The sound of boots smacking the metal floor echoed through the 
corridor, getting closer. There were a lot of them. 

"Wait a second!" The Doctor cried out again. She stepped forward and 
stood between the Sergeant and SG-1. "Look at his weapon!" she 
pointed at Jack's P90. 

"So what? It's a museum piece. I saw one as a kid." 

"Exactly. A museum piece. Where did he get it from? We didn't bring 
any museums with us. Sergeant." The Doctor said. She turned to Jack 
and held out her hand. "Pass me your weapon." She said. Jack 
frowned . 

"No. now how about we all just calm down a second." Jack said and the 
Doctor frowned at him. He wasn't one to try the diplomatic approach, 
certainly not when people had guns pointed at his team. But these 
people, if they stopped pointing guns at him, could be valuable 
friends. Especially if they were the people from the fleet that 
appeared two years ago. 

"Doctor, step away from them, " The Sergeant said in the calmest voice 
he'd used since SG-1 appeared. Soldiers poured into the corridor 
behind the Sergeant. Leading the troops was a massive armoured figure 
that was at least a foot taller than Teal'c. They surrounded SG-1 
within seconds . 

"Well, this is interesting, " The massive armoured figure said as he 
disarmed the team. He picked up a P90 and examined it for a second. 
"Where did you come from?" He asked. Jack assumed it was a man. 

"We came to find someone," Daniel said. "A man called Edward Buck. We 
have something that belongs to him." 



Daniel was a genius. There was no doubt about it. There were very few 
people that could rival Daniel's knowledge of all the different 
cultures and languages and histories of the galaxy. But at times like 
this, he was the dumbest, or bravest, man Jack knew. 

The man in the armoured figure paused, turned to face Daniel. The 
emotionless visor merely reflected Daniel's face back at him. 

"Yeah? Well you found him." The armoured figure spread his arms wide, 
as if showing himself off to the team. "What do you have that's 
mine?" Despite the relaxed words and joking manner behind them Jack 
could feel the tension in the air. 

"This," Sam said, speaking up for the first time. She reached into 
her vest pocket, ignoring the dozen weapons aiming at her, and pulled 
out the device. The armoured man claiming to be Edward Buck snatched 
it out of her hand with a speed that belayed the weight of the 
armour . 

"Mow'd you get this?" he questioned, shaking the device in her 
face . 

"It came through the Stargate on a planet we were exploring a few 
days ago. We took it back home, told our bosses how we found it, who 
it belonged to and where it came from. They told us to come here, 
give it back and hopefully make new friends." Daniel said. He was in 
full diplomatic mode. 

Buck snorted behind his helmet and bit back a sarcastic comment. 
Instead he waved for the marines to move forward. "Disarm them and 
take them back to camp. We'll let the Admiral decide what to do with 
them . " 

SG-1 didn't have much of a choice but to follow them. They were led 
through the tunnels, up into a cave and then out onto a narrow 
mountain path. They were marched onto an open clearing near peak of 
the mountain. A high winged VTOL was waiting on a makeshift landing 
pad and they were escorted inside. Their weapons and gear were stowed 
inside one of the weapons lockers above the seats opposite them and 
locked. There was no way they were getting their stuff back now 
unless they managed to convince these people that they were no 
threat . 

Buck had escorted them to VTOL and as soon as SG-1 were strapped into 
some seats and the U-shaped restraint bars locked over their chests 
he disappeared into the cockpit to talk to the pilot. A squad of 
soldiers, none wearing the black head-to-toe armour of the first 
soldier, sat down opposite them and rested their weapons on their 
laps. They didn't bother with strapping themselves in. 

Buck reappeared and sat in the seat opposite them and closest to the 
cockpit . The engines on the VTOL kicked in and the entire craft 
rumbled and shuddered. Jack felt the craft move up on the spot before 
it started to gain forward momentum. Within seconds they were flying 
very quickly away from the Stargate. 

"Where are you taking us?" Daniel asked. Buck leant back in his seat 
and stretched his long legs. His feet were resting against the row of 
seats SG-1 was sat on. His rifle was resting on his lap and one hand 
was resting right next to his sidearm. 



"Back to the Camp. If you're telling any form of the truth, despite 
how crazy it all sounds, we'll see what happens then. Now we've got a 
bit of a ride ahead so try to enjoy it." Buck said. 

They flew in silence, despite Daniel's repeated attempts to talk. The 
only sound was the rumble of the engines and faint radio chatter from 
the cockpit that filtered through into the troop bay. The radio 
chatter sounded normal from where Jack was sitting. 

Hours later they touched down and were escorted out of the VTOL and 
marched onto the tarmac of an airfield surrounded by buildings and 
roads. In the centre of the camp a massive structure, half a 
kilometre long, stuck out above the rest. It was surrounded by walls 
and turrets, even the structure itself was studded with weapon 
emplacements. Military personnel carried on with their business 
around the airfield, tending to a multitude of aircraft. There was 
dozens of VTOLs and sleek fighter craft that looked like evolutions 
of the fighter jets on Earth. There were other, wildly different, 
types of craft, including two, fortress like vehicles that dwarfed 
everything nearby. 

A small convoy of lightly armoured vehicles, futuristic Humvee like 
trucks, surrounded an APC. They were shoved inside the APC and were 
on the move again before too long. The soldiers guarding them on this 
leg of the journey were different from the others, leaving their 
rifles stowed away. Buck was riding along, keeping to himself. 

"So, lovely weather you guys have here," Jack said with a false grin. 
He was not happy about being a prisoner, potential ally or not, and 
he was looking for a distraction. 

"The winter sucks though, " a marine replied. "Sundown has great 
weather and a killer view. Always preferred Concord 
though . " 

"Really?" Daniel perked up, happy to hear more of these people. 

"What- what's it like? On Concord?" 

"Pretty typical for a colony; nice weather, decent climate. A few 
nasty creatures, nothing too big though." The same marine 
replied . 

"Draco III used to have these sea creatures, " Buck said from his seat 
near the armoured doors. "And they were massive, the size of islands. 
I used to go out with my uncle Lou during the summer to try and 
capture them. If you found them near the surface you'd have to get 
them with a shocknet just to keep it from going back down into the 
depths. They were worth a lot of money. Kept us all fed, clothed and 
kept the ship running." 

"Sounds fascinating," Daniel said. "It sounds like you used to enjoy 
it. What made you stop?" 

The APC ground to a halt before Buck answered. They filed out and 
SG-1 found themselves inside a massive hanger like structure. From 
there they were spate and escorted into individual cells. It was over 
an hour before anyone came to see them and that was to give them 
something to eat. 



Jack was beginning to wear a hole into the metal floor when something 
finally happened. The small door opened up to reveal Jacks near 
murderous scowl. He was face-to-face with a woman in a simple grey 
uniform escorted by two marines. She had her long brown hair tied 
back into a neat ponytail that told Jack that despite her uniform she 
was no combat soldier. 

"I'm Commander Kwon, I'll be your liaison officer while you're here. 
Your friend, Daniel Jackson, confirmed you were the leader of your 
group. As such the Admiral would like to speak to you regarding the 
recent events." The Commander smiled slightly and moved aside. Jack 
followed . 

"Where's the rest of my team? You said you'd spoken to Daniel, what 
about the other two?" Jack asked as casually as possible. 

"They are being looked after well enough. Although you've only been 
in custody for few hours I don't think it'll be long before you're 
given some more freedoms. Unless your friends prove to be more 
trouble than they have been so far." Kwon said. She was as 
professional as any pencil pusher in the pentagon Jack had met. 

She led him to a small room and sat him down in one of the padded 
metal chairs facing the door. Jack took the opportunity to look 
around. There was a window that allowed him to look over the camp and 
the wide, meandering river at the far end. 

The wall to his left from the table was covered by a massive screen 
with a UNSC logo silently spinning in the centre. The rest of the 
room was unremarkable. Jack had only just finished his look around 
the room when the door opened again and two men stepped in. One was 
tall and dark. He had an emotionless face and was dressed in an 
all-black uniform and Jack instantly likened him to a NID spook. The 
other was slightly shorter than Jack with thinning grey hair and 
limped gait. He wore a grey uniform similar to Kwon ' s own, only his 
was more decorated. 

The older man stepped in first and sat down opposite him while the 
younger man, the spook, sat off to the older man's right. Jack 
noticed the two silver stars on the old man's shoulders- this man 
must have been the Admiral Kwon had said wanted to speak to him. 

The Admiral was scarred, his face had been burnt heavily and drooped, 
and the skin melted and elasticated by whatever had done it to him. 

He rested his hands on the table and Jack saw one of them was a 
prosthetic. This guy had seen action. Jack was sure of that. 

"I'm Admiral Barclay," the old man said with a strong voice. "And you 
area€ 1 ? " 

Jack lent back into his chair and rested his hands behind his head. 
"Colonel Jack O'Neill. Now can someone explain to me why my team are 
prisoners? I mean, I get that we showed up in some military facility 
but-" 

"That's exactly why you're under arrest. You managed to appear inside 
a mountain in an uninhabited continent. How do you explain that?" The 
Admiral interrupted. 


"We came through the ring in the bottom of the facility after one of 



your people sent through a device to a planet we were exploring. One 
of our people looked at it and found out about you guys. From what we 
found we know you're more advanced than us so we came to find you. To 
ask for your help." 

"Our help?" The Admiral repeated with an inquisitive look on his 
face. The spook still hadn't said anything but looked as curious as 
the Admiral. 

"Look, we come from a planet called Earth and we do a lot of 
exploring through the Stargate- the metal ring in the cave where you 
found us- and we've found some serious threats out there. We are 
simply looking for people willing to trade technology to help us 
defend ourselves." Jack said, leaning forward and resting his elbows 
on the table as he spoke. The Admiral pondered what he said for a 
moment . 

"What about your friends that intercepted our fleet two years ago? I 
admit we were in the Sol System but only because it ' s where we 
_should_ have been." The Admiral said with an emotionless face. For 
the briefest moment Jack looked surprised. Surprised the Admiral had 
openly admitted it had been these people that appeared two years 
ago . 

"Hey, those guys are good, don't get me wrong, but they aren't 
willing to share their most advanced stuff with us because they think 
we're too young as a species!" Jack almost shouted. He was beginning 
to lose his temper with these people. "But we are the ones fighting 
and dying to try and free the galaxy from the Goa'uld! And to keep 
Earth safe! You said you knew about Earth, that you wanted to go 
there . " 

"Colonel, where we come from Earth is the centre of our government 
and our home. We've already fought to keep her safe and paid for it 
in the blood of billions. I understand your desire to save your 
homeworld, everyone in this camp and in the fleet has sacrificed 
something for Earth. Our Earth. I don't know what happened, what 
changed everything to a point where our people and government doesn't 
exist anymore, but because of it, we don't have the capability to 
wage a war. To fight a galaxy spanning empire. All we want to do is 
to get home. Back to our Earth. Unless you can help us do that, we 
have nothing to offer." The Admiral said. Jack didn't speak for a 
moment. From the scars a lot of the veteran soldiers seemed to have 
and the way they carried themselves. Jack didn't doubt for a moment 
that the Admiral was telling the truth. Heck Jack had seen the combat 
footage on the computer tablet. And Jack couldn't blame them for 
wanting to go home. 

The Admiral got up to leave, when Jack finally said something, 
anything to keep him at the table. 

"What if we can?" Jack said. The Admiral froze in place and gave Jack 
a glare that reminded him who was in control. "We obviously don't 
have the capability to transport people across universes or realities 
or whatever happened. But we know some really advanced races, you've 
met one of them, and we know of some other highly advanced races in 
the galaxy. Help us and we will put you into contact with these 
people and let you have first access to anything that we find that 
could help . " 



The Admiral sat back down again with narrowed eyes. "Start from the 
beginning. If you want us to help you then I need to hear it all. 
Everything about this 'Stargate' and the hostiles you mentioned." 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Daniel Jackson was starting to get bored. Really, really bored. 
And worried. He'd been left alone in the cell for several hours. The 
only contact he'd had with someone since he'd been thrown in here had 
been the Commander who asked him who had been in charge. Since then 
he'd been left alone in the cell which was barely big enough to move 
in . <p> 

He was sat on the small, rock solid, bed when the door finally opened 
up to reveal Jack, Sam and Teal ' c stood there with an escort of 
soldiers . 

"Hey, guys. What's going on?" Daniel asked. 

"Colonel O'Neill has managed to broker a deal between the people of 
the UNSC and the Tau'ri, Daniel Jackson." Teal ' c said. It was 
difficult to tell due to his lack of facial expressions but it 
sounded like he was happy about it. 

"Yep, so come on Daniel, let's get our stuff and go. We've got a 
flight to catch, " Jack said flippantly. Daniel studied his old friend 
and realised how tired Jack looked. He would never admit it, but 
Daniel could see he was exhausted. From what, Daniel had no idea- 
just that he was. 

"Jack? What happened?" 

"Come on, Daniel! I'll explain on the way back to the gate." Jack 
barked. Sam winced at the Colonel's tone but didn't say anything. She 
just patted his shoulder as he stepped out of the cell and into the 
corridor. They had barely take two steps in the direction of the exit 
when the massive armoured figure rounded the corner. This time with 
his helmet off. He definitely looked like an older version of the man 
from the videos on the device. 

"SG-1, is it?" Buck said as he came up to them. "Spartan Edward Buck. 
I've been told to join you to Earth, to formalize our agreement." He 
stepped aside and began to lead the way. 

"Yeah, that's us." Jack said. "So you believe us now?" 

"I believe what I'm told to believe. I've spent far too much time 
working with spooks to know when to just roll with it." Buck replied. 
He led the way through the maze of corridors to the hanger where they 
were brought in. There was an ARC waiting for them, only this time 
there was no escort. They climbed in and Buck closed the hatch behind 
them . 

"Thanks, " Buck said as the APC began to crawl away from the massive 
base. "For bringing my COM pad back. I thought I lost it for good." 
Buck kept gave the team a small appreciative smile. 

"I hope you don't mind too much but we did access it; to find out 
somethings about you. Or where you came from." Sam said. Jack knew 
her well enough to know she felt a little guilty about going through 



his private stuff. 


"There isn't anything on there that's classified. Just personal 
stuff. I am curious to know exactly how much you saw," Buck 
replied . 

"Enough to get an idea of things, " Sam replied. 

They rode in silence all the way to the airfield where the same VTOL 
that brought them in was waiting. The pilot was sat on the ramp 
leading into the troop bay, his flight suit rolled up around his 
waist and calmly smoking. 

"Spartan!" the pilot shouted as they climbed out. "What's going on? I 
thought those folks were prisoners, what changed?" 

"They might just be able to help us, Zheng." Buck replied. "You want 
to get home? These people might be our best bet. So let's move. 
Lieutenant . " 

Inside the VTOL SG-1 was given their equipment back. Including their 
weapons. As the VTOLs engines stirred and the craft rose up into the 
air Buck turned to face them 

"How come you're using weapons old enough to be in a museum?" Buck 
asked, looking at the P90 in Jacks hands. 

"The P90 is a relatively new personal defence weapon, " Sam said. 

"It's state of the art, really." 

"I get there's some differences between our versions of Earth, I was 
told that much, but that weapon was put out of service centuries 


No one had a reasonable explanation for that. They flew in relative 
silence, only the dull sound of radio chatter leaking through from 
the cockpit and the back and forth between Daniel and Buck. Daniel 
was acting like a child in a candy shop; asking everything he could 
about the UNSC- the history, government and anything else he could 
think about . 

They tried to avoid the topics of how the relatively small UNSC fleet 
found themselves in the different reality, or timeline, or whatever 
it was. There was still too little information to start to form a 
proper theory, even for Carter. 

They arrived at the mountains where the Stargate was hidden at 
sundown. As they headed own the pathway into the mountain Daniel was 
still talking with Buck. 

"Your people seem to know this planet quite well considering you've 
only been here for two years, " Daniel said. 

"Reach was a colony in the UNSC for decades. It was first settled in 
2362 and was a major population centre until about ten years ago 
now." Buck replied. 

"Was? What happened?" 

"As you know by now we were at war with the Covenant for decades. In 



August 2552 the Covenant invaded and turned the colony into glass. I 
was there when they did it. It's weird seeing it all again as if 
nothing had happened." 

"Oh, my. I'm sorry I- I didn't mean to- I didn't know." Daniel 
stammered out and the group fell into awkward silence. "Well, 
hopefully that won't happen again." 

"It won't. The Covenant doesn't exist here. None of the species that 
formed the Covenant are still alive. They've all been wiped out 
before they reached space travel." 

"How do you know?" Daniel asked. 

"We sent a coupled ships out to see if we had to be worried about 
them. We went to Sangheilios first. They had been blasted from orbit 
millennia ago." 

"Well, that's probably a good thing right?" Jack said. They entered 
the caves and began the decent into the ancient Goa'uld structure 
beneath the mountains. There were dozens of military personnel 
guarding the entrance into the structure. 

Inside the building they met the same soldier that had held SG-1 at 
gunpoint until the others arrived. He looked at Buck, then at SG-1 
and then back at Buck. 

"Spartan?" he said, unsure of the four peopled he had apprehended 
earlier that day. 

"Don't worry. Sergeant. They're good guys." Buck replied. 

"Okay, what's the deal then Spartan?" 

"We let them go back home. I'm going with them to formalize a deal. 
They might be able to get us home, Canfield. As far as I'm concerned 
that gives them a few points in their favour." Buck said as they 
moved deeper into the facility. 

When they arrived in the room where the Stargate was located Doctor 
Lloyd, the woman SG-1 met with Sergeant Canfield and raised enough 
questions to keep them from getting shot. She cast them curious looks 
from her work station near the DHD . 

"You know how this thing works right?" Buck said, pointing towards 
the massive metal ring. 

"Yeah. The symbols on the DHD and on the Stargate itself represent 
star constellations. This must be an older gate, close to Earth 
relatively speaking. It's just a matter of finding the right 
symbols." Daniel said. 

"Wait, you know what this device is?" Lloyd said, coming around from 
her desk and standing next to Daniel at the DHD. 

"Yes. It's a device that creates, stable artificial wormholes between 
two fixed points in space. It does this by-" Sam started to explain 
the basic concept behind the Stargate. 


"Ah! Carter, you can talk technobabble later. Just concentrate on 



dialling the 'gate." O'Neill interrupted. Between Daniel and Sam it 
didn't take them long before the Stargate was activated. The _kawoosh 
_brought the Stargate to life and Sam quickly tapped in her ID code 
into the small wrist device. 

"Code's sent. We're clear to proceed back to the SGC, Colonel." Sam 
said as the small screen on the GDC lit up green to show the iris on 
Earth was open. Daniel and Teal ' c went first and then Carter. Doctor 
Lloyd and Sergeant Canfield watched in fascination as they vanished 
into the quantum particles that made up the event horizon. 

"Spartan please tell me we're going to be doing a lot more than study 
this thing, " Lloyd said. 

"Don't worry. Doctor. Next time we go to Earth I think you'll be 
coming with us." Buck replied as he moved towards the puddle of 
energy. "I've seen a lot of crazy stuff. This really does take the 
cake though." 

"Earth?" Lloyd said, stunned for a second. By the time she finished 
uttering the word Buck and O'Neill were gone, transported to another 
world in an instant and the Stargate closed off behind them. 


End 
f lie . 



